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I tell you of this pain of 
mine for it will not be 
unto me. 


It cannot be run from. 


Tear me open, but 

there are things inside 
that scream and shout. 
The pain still hates me. 
We are done with 

sleep. The light’s a 
curse, just like a stray. 
You feed it once and 

now it stays. Now it 
stays! So tear me 

open, but beware. 

There are things inside 
that do not care, or love 
or show affection nor 
sympathy. And the 
glorious dirt still stains 
me. It does not wash 
away. It grips your soul, 
it stains your sould, it 
hates their souls! It 
hold your soul until 
death. It will not sleep. 
So tell why I am 

chosen. Don’t want 

your foul grip, don’t 
want your greed. 

DON’T WANT IT! Tear 

me open, and I will 


make you gone. NO 

more will you hurt 
anyone. AND your fear, 
it feeds me. It destroys 
you. Tear me open, but 
beware, for I do not 
care of you. 


And I am still stained. I 
will make you gone. 

The hate still shades 

me. 


You cannot hold me. It 
is too late, the stones 
are already cast. 


Those of the ancient 
who have taken the life 
from the worthy 


We have returned, and 
you will be sent back to 
Hell. 
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